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3 Great Stuart Street, Edinburgh. 

A WORD of explanation is required as to the appearance of 
my name on the Title-page of a work wholly executed by 
Professor Campbell. I come forward simply to relieve my 
friend from the responsibility of having omitted parts of the 
play, and slightly re-arranged other portions. The version 
arose thus : — I had asked Professor Campbell to translate 
one or two speeches in a style suitable for acting : finding 
these, when written, better adapted for my purpose than 
any other English version, I begged frirther for a translation 
of as much of the play as, in my opinion, could be effectively 
represented on a modem stage. As to my practical object 
I will quote the Watchman's words : — 

" Could this house speak 
It might have much to telL My lips will open, 
If I can help it, only to those who know." 

The speeches in the play have here and there been 
curtailed, but not more so than is usual in putting Shak- 
speare on the stage. They appear in the same order as in 
the play, and in no case has anything been introduced. 

The choric odes have been more freely handled. A 
great part of these has been omitted, not that they form the 
least admirable parts of the Agamemnon, but from a feeling 
that it is impossible, without music and a style of delivery 
for which we have no model, to do justice to them on the 
stage. There are indications in the Greek that certain 
members of the chorus were conceived by i^schylus as 
having marked characteristics of disposition. They by no 
means speak as one man, but, like Shakspeare's citizens, 
give in succession the diverse impressions produced on a 
crowd by the events they witness. Their speeches have 
accordingly been allotted to several actors, called first, 
second, and third citizens. flEeMING JENKIN. 

March 31, i88a 



THE PERSONS. 

Agamemnon .... King of Aigos. 

iEGiSTHUS Cousin to Agamemnon. 

Herald sent by Agamemnon from Troy. 

Watchman Servant to Clytenmestra. 

Citizens of Argos, Counsellors to the King and Queen, form- 
ing the Chorus. 

Clytemnestra .... Wife to Agamemnon. 

Cassandra \ ^*P^^^« '^roy^ Princess, 

} and Priestess of Apollo. 

Date . . That of the Fall of Troy. 

Scene . . Argos, before the Palace of Agamemnon. 



AGAMEMNON 



Scene. — Before the Palace of Agamemnon in Argos, 
The Watchman is discovered when the curtain rises. 

Watchman. I pray the gods at last to §et me free 
From these long watchings. In twelve weary moons, 
Couched on the Atridae's mansion, like a dog, 
I have conned the slow procession of the stars, 
Bright potentates, that glitter in the sky. 
And set, and rise, and bring to mortal men 
Winter and summer. Now I watch for the sign 
Appointed, the bright fire-beam, that should bring 
To us in Argos the far-wandered word 
That Troy is taken. Such the strong conmiand 
Of an expectant, passionate, man-souled woman. 
This bed of mine among the dews of night 
Conduces not to rest ; dreams come not near it. 
Else they are warned off by the sentinel Fear, 
That will not let my lids securely close. 
But should I whistle or hum a song, providing 
Such antidote for slumber, then my heart 
Stops me ; with groans for the calamities 
That haunt this house ; not guided for the best 
As once it was. Well, may the mighty flame 
Soon, with glad news release me from this toil. 

Pause * 
All hail, thou light in darkness ! Harbinger 
Of day indeed. Author of many a song 
And dance in Argos, moved by this event. 
Ho !— Ho 1— 

^ He sees the beacon lighted and springs up. 
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To Agamemnon's Queen I signify 

That, leaping from her couch, she raise the sho.ut 

Of joy to hail this messenger, since Troy 

Is taken, as the beacon-fires declare. 

Nay V\\ begin, and dance by way of prelude. 

Marking my master's game, PU say, " Hurrah, 

Good luck ! Three sixes I Thrown by torchlight here." 

Good luck, do I say ? 'Twill be some joy to hold 

The kind hand of this kingdom's lord in mine. 

But beyond that, I am silent. A strange weight 

Oppresses heart and tongue. Could this house speak. 

It might have much to tell. My lips will open. 

If I can help it, only to those who know. 

[Exit Watchman^ C, 

Enter Chortis ofoldmen^ citizens of Argos. 

\st at. Ten years are past since the fleet went forth 
That should plead with Priam and punish the wrong. 
Led by the Lords of the Ai*give realm, 
Agamemnon King, Menelaus King, 
Gifted from Heaven with sceptred sway. 
One in purpose, and one in power. 
As they launched their thousand ships away. 
Loud swelled their paean with passion of war. 

2d at. But we, disabled through time's decay. 
Left behind on that mustering day. 
Linger to hear how the host have sped. 
With a staff supporting our feeble tread. 
For the nerve that nourished the youthful frame 
In joint and sinew is old and tame. 
And the Lord of War there has left his throne. 
And the freshness of life's green leaf is flown ; 
And the form of Eld is seen to stray 
With wistful gaze, like a dream in the day. 
And the strength of a child on his three-footed way.^ 

1 A long choric ode relating the sacrifice of Iphigenia by 
Agamemnon, ten years before, in Aulis, to secure a favourable 
wind for the army on its way to Troy, is here omitted : selected 
portions of this poem are given at a later period of the play, p. i8. 
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EfUer Clytemnestra. 

1st Cit, Queen Clytemnestra, we are come to pay 
Our duties to thy royalty. For when 
The kingly seat is vacant, it is right 
The consort of the Prince should have all homage. 
We are here with loyal hearts intent to learn 
If aught of news hath been by thee received, 
Either good or adverse. We would gladly hear, 
But will not murmur should'st thou still keep silence. 

Clytemnestra comes forward, 

Clyt, " With joyfiil tidings," saith an ancient saw, 
^ Let morning rise out of the womb of night." 
Now, joy is yours, ye had not hoped to hear, 
Priam's town is taken by our Argive men. 

1st at. How ? 'tis incredible ! Let us hear again. 

Clyt, Troy is in Grecian hands. Do I speak plain ? 

1st Cit, A sudden joy has filled my eye with tears. 

Clyt, Your eyes attest your loyalty of soul. 

2d Cit, But hast thou proof that may be trusted, lady ? 

Clyt, Unless some god deceives me, — ^yes, for certain. 

id Cit. Perchance thou hast hearkened to some flatter- 
ing dream ? 

Clyt, Who would give credence to the thoughts of sleep ? 

Zd Cit, But some chance saying, fixing on thy mind — 

Clyt, Should that elate me, like a girl ? Ye mock me. 

1st Cit, Say, then, how long ago the city fell. 

Clyt, Even in this night that now brings forth the dawn. 

2d Cit, What messenger could bring the news so quickly? 

Clyt, The Fire-god flashed it hither fi-om Mount Ida. 
Fire was the post, and beacons were the stages. 
First Ida sent him to the Hermaean bluif 
Of Lemnos, whence the flaring torch that rose 
Was caught by Athos, Jove's own promontory ; 
Thence, high aloft, far-glancing o'er the sea, 
The blazing pine sped on the travelling flame. 
Making strange sunrise on Makistos' height. 
Who, ready for that dawn, neglected not 
A courier's office, but gave token soon 
Across Euripus to the watchmen set 
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On fsLt Messapius. They replied, and sent 

The glad news onward, setting fire to a heap 

Of world-old heather. And the mighty flame, 

Abating nought of his bright power, o'erleapt 

Asopus' flats, and, like a brilliant moon. 

Touching the forehead of Cithaeron, roused 

A fresh relay of courier torches there : 

Nor was the travelled messenger denied ; 

But, reinforcing him, that mountain-guard 

Sent forth a fuller blaze than all before. 

To strike beyond Gk>rgopis' bay, and reach 

The mount of iEgiplanctus, where it stirred 

Loyal renewal of the appointed fire. 

Heaping on fuel with unsparing hand. 

They raised a beard-like pyramid of flame. 

Whose light shot past the foreland that looks down 

Towards ^Cgina, till it lit on the height 

That crowns our city, this Arachnian hill. 

Whence, lastly, on the Atridae's roof lights down 

That lineal offspring of the Idaean flame. 

Such torch-race had we ordered and prepared, -* 

In bright successive courses ministered. 

But here, one runner, first and last i' the race. 

Hath touched the goal and shouted "Victory !" 

Such is the proof and token I proclaim, * 
Sent by my husband from the heart of Troy. 

1st at. O lady ! our thanksgivings shall be paid 
To heaven, hereafter. We would hear thee still, 
Listening and wondering, so thou'dst speak again. 

Clyt, To-day, our warriors are the lords of Troy. 
A jarring din, methinks, is rising there ! 
Into one vessel pouring oil and vinegar. 
You will not see them lovingly combine ! 

Even so the captors' and the captives' cries * 

Tell diverse tales of Fortune's twofold power. 
These now are fallen about the prostrate forms 
Of husbands, brothers, friends — ^young children, too. 
Clinging to grey-haired fathers — and, from throats 
No longer free, lament their dearest slain. 
But those, being wearied with the night's exploit, 
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Unslept and hungry, break their fast i' the town 

On what is still to be found there, not by rule, 

— No order, no precedence, no degree, — 

But even as each hath drawn the lot of chance. 

So now, inhabiting the ransacked homes 

Of captive Trojans, sheltered fronr the dews 

And frosts of the open field, as men oppressed 

With toil, they will sleep all night, nor think of danger. 

Now, if they reverence well the gods that hold 

The captured city, and the temples there. 

The spoiler may escape being spoiled. But let 

No lust invade the host of plundering things 

Inviolable, as overcome by greed. 

The race is not yet over. Still remains 

The home-return, that rounds the emulous course. 

Yea, even without offended Deity 

And tricks of chance, the spirits of the dead 

May wake in wrath and cross the homeward way. 

So — since ye list to hear a woman's word — 
So runs my counsel. But may good prevail, 
Without a flaw 1 The blessings of my home 
Are manifold, and I would keep them still. 

\Exit Clytemnestra. 
1st at. All praise to thee, Zeus, King supreme,^ 
And oh I Night, kind protectress, to thee ! 
How rich were thy splendours when over the bulwarks of 

Troy 
Thou didst drop the wide net of destruction, that none, 

great or small, old or young. 
Slipped beyond, but was taken or perished. 

None brake through the meshes of doom. 
All praise to the power Eternal, who punishes perfidy home ! 
Long since on the string was the arrow which neither this 

side of the mark 
Nor over the head of the sinner should fiy like a shaft in 
the dark, 

^ An indefinite time is supposed to elapse while the citizens of the 
chorus chant or speak this ode. The chorus was firequently em- 
ployed by Sophodes in a similar way to separate what may be 
termed the acts of the play. 
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But should pierce through the bosom of Paris. 
The hour and the death-stroke are come. 



3^ at. From Zeus the blow descended. All may trace 
His will unseen that ordered this event. 
Not as the fool who deems the omnipotent 
Too high to notice when our mortal race 
Presumes to trample o'er the immortal grace 
Of holiest laws. That impious error shows 
Dire consequence to all the sons of those 
Who breathe with impious daring of transgression, 
When in their halls the fulness of possession 
Transcends the bound to be desired. His lot 
Whom Heaven-imposed affliction vexes not, 
If therewith he be wise, is best of all. 
Wealth cannot shield him from a shameful fall, 
Who, lifted up with pride, spurns at the seat 
Of thronM justice, to his own defeat. 

2d at. Good fortune, free from envy, is my choice. 
To be nor thrall nor conqueror, my chief prayer, 
But now, from beaconlights a woman's voice 
Hath launched rash news of triumph everywhere. 
Who knows if Heaven have not deceived us here ? 
'Twere childish, or else mad, through sudden flame 
Of fire-led hope, to pine with after shame. 
When new report hath hushed the present noise. 
The woman's temper, both in hope and fear 
Too swiftly yields consent. Her boundary 
Is feebly held, soon traversed. Speedily 
Declines the glory she alone declares ; 
Voice-bom, it silent dies, extinguished unawares. 

1st Cit, Ha ! now shall we know for certain how to deem 
Of those bright beacons of transmitted Are. 
Whether truth is in them, or this light of joy, 
Dream-like, cajoled our minds with empty hope. 
Yonder's a herald,, coming from the shore. 
With olive leaves o'ershadowed, and the dust. 
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— Mud's thirsty neighbouring sister — tells me plain 

This is no voiceless phantom-messenger 

Of smoke and blaze from mountain bonfire sprung, 

But will speak audibly, — either of joy. 

Or — but I waive the less auspicious word. 

May those fair tokens now be crowned with good ! 

. 7.d Cit, Whoso prays otherwise for this our state. 
Heaven visit his soul's trepass on himself ! 

Enter Herald. 

Her. O Fatherland of Argos dearly loved. 
After ten years I tread thy hallowed ground. 
Though many a hope has snapped, this anchor holds 
Beyond expectancy ; I had long despaired 
Even of burial in my native land. 
Hail Argive country, Argive light, and thou 
Zeus over all ; thou too, great Delphian lord ! 
No longer vex us with thy darts, O King ! 
Enough they plagued us before Troy. But now, 
Apollo, heal and save us ! Yea, all ye 
Gods of our thoroughfares, thou above all 
Hermes, dear Herald, whom we heralds worship, 
And ye great warriors of the past, whose spirits 
Followed us forth, receive again from war 
With kindly thoughts this remnant of the host. 
O well-loved palace of our kings, and ye 
Souls of his ancestors, receive with pride 
Our sovereign in his triumph of to-day. 
For Agamemnon comes, our sovereign lord, 
Bringing to all his people and to you 
Light out of darkness. Therefore greet him well 
Who well deserves it, having razed down Troy, 
And dug the ground there with the spade of doom ; 
Till, by the righteous will of Zeus most high. 
Temples and altars are no more, no more 
A germ of life in all that ruinous ground. 
Such yoke is cast upon the neck of Troy 
By the elder son of Atreus, who this day 
Returns, a happy warrior, of all men 
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Most to be honoured, having wreaked in full 
The robber's crime on all the Trojan name. 
Not Paris and his people, leagued in one, 
May boast their suffering lighter than their deed. 
Himself, his race, his home, his land destroyed. 

1st at. Hail, herald of the host 1 I bid thee joy. 

Her, Yea. From this moment I could welcome death. 

id at. Didst thou so yearn for this thy fatherland ? 

Her, So that the tears stand in my eyes for joy. 

\st at. Then, in that trouble, ye were not unblest. 

Her, Let me be master of that speech ; explain. 

\5t at. Being touched with love of those who longed for 
you. 

Her, Mean you, the land yearned likewise for her sons ? 

\5t at. Ay. These dim souls have often sighed for you. 

Her, Whence came this cloud ? we would not have it so. 

ist at. Silence hath long been our best remedy. 

Her, How ? feared ye any man, your lord away ? 

2d at. Ay ! As thou saidst, we could have welcomed 
death. 

Enter Clytemnestra. 

\5t at. But now thy happy news prevails to cheer me. 
The old are ever young enough to learn 
When good is coming. And thy words bring good 
To the Queen and household first and then to me. 

ayt. Long since I raised the cry of joy, when came 
The first night-messenger of fire to tell 
That Troy was taken. Ilium overthrown. 
Men chid me, saying, " Dost thou now believe. 
Persuaded by a beacon, Troy is &llen ? 
How like a woman to be thus elate !" 
Yet sacrifice was offered, and glad cries 
In female notes were sounded here and there 
About the city, as, with incense poured, 
They stilled, at every shrine, the odorous flame. 
Now, why ask more of thee ? I shall hear all 
From my own husband when he comes. I will haste 
Nobly to greet my lord's return. What light 
Is sweeter for a woman's eyes to see. 
Than, when Zeus brings her husband home from war, 
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Shines through the open gate ? Bear back this word : — 

Let him come quickly : loved of all the state : 

And he shall find the wife he left behind 

Unchanged, still &ithful ; watching o'er his home, 

Like a good house-dog, fierce to his enemies, 

But kind to him ; and holding unpro&ned 

So long, the pressure of his last embrace. 

Of joys with other men, or doubtful word, 

I Imow no more — than of smith's handicraft. 

Her. Such boast, instinct with honest truthfiilness, 
A noble wife may utter without blame. 

[Exeunt Herald and Cfyiemnesira. 
1st at. Their coming minds me of the distant day^ 
When Helen left the richly curtained bower. 
To fly with Paris o'er the watery way 
Bearing to Troy her beauty's perfect flower. 

Bold Zephyr swelled the sail. 

And soon his gentle gale 
Landed their bark by Simois' leafy strand. 

Then all the town with pride 

Received the peerless bride 
And sang sweet hymeneals at command. 
Now with far different strain, 
With cries of rage and pain, 
They curse fair Helen of the direful name ; 
Who came with look serene 
And soul-entrancing mien. 
But since hath ruined all to whom she came. 
She bore to Troy its downfall for her dower, 
And Paris is no longer envied now, 
Since he paid dearly for the fatal hour 
When Zeus was outraged through that broken vow. 
For 'tis not store of gold 
As poets taught of old, 
Provokes the gods to hurl men's glory down : 
But over all the earth 

^ A second indefinite period of time is supposed to elapse during 
this choric ode. The curtain has, as it were, fallen on the drama. 
The chorus chants or speaks a lyrical interlude. The thirty-two 
lines, *< Their coming . . . poor " are a condensed version of a 
much longer passage in the original. 
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Sin unto woe gives birth. 

The righteous race hath never lost renown. 

2d Cit. Yet pride, or soon or late, 
Brings on the stroke of Fate, 
Whene'er the destined hour hath touched the door. 
While the humble hath no fear, 
But virtue shineth clear 
To bless the smoky rafters of the poor. 

Enter Agamemnon. 

1st Cit. O my king ! who hast sacked mighty Troy, with 
what words shall I honour thy worth ? 

Neither swerving short of the meed of thy praises, nor rush- 
ing beyond. 

Too many prefer the appearance of zeal to just measure of 
truth. 

Then know that I once saw before me a picture unlovely 
of thee. 

When for Helen a host thou didst muster, and hearten 
with sacrifice slain, 

A people who followed to perish ; the helm of thy thought 
seemed ill-held ; 

But now from my soul's depth arises a voice of true wel- 
come for those 

Whose labour, of doubtful beginning, is fortunate here at 
the close ; 

And in time thou shalt clearly discover, of all thou didst 
leave in command. 

Who have &iled or been faithful in keeping their charge, 
and protecting the land. 
Aganti Argos, my country, and you, my country's gods ! 

Ye claim my foremost word. Without your aid 

I had ne'er returned, nor wrought on Priam's town 

This righteous retribution. Yea, the gods. 

Hearing the unspoken pleadings, one and all 

Gave verdict for the slaughterous sack of Troy. 

The blood-stained vase had all the votes. I' the other 

" Hope lingered," while no plenishing hand came near. 

Her smoke still shows the desolate city's fall. 
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'Tis Ruin's altar, whence the dying ashes 

Of wealth consumed spout forth voluminous breath. 

For this we are bound to recompense the gods 

With mindful thank-offerings : since our vengeful snare 

Held firm, that none escaped ; but glorious Ilium 

Was^ for a woman's sake, ground into dust 

By the apparition of the monstrous birth 

That, as Orion sank, one autiunn night. 

Leapt from the horse in Argive panoply. 

A ravening lion, o'er the walls he sprang, 

And lapped rich largess of the blood of princes. 

— ^Touching the city and the gods, we will call 

Our larger council, and deliberate there 

In full assembly, studying still to keep 

Whatever in the present state is well ; 

And where some cure is needed, we will try, 

With remedies gently administered, 

Though sometimes sharp and painful, to prevent 

All dangerous malady. Now, to my hall. 

Where my first greeting shall again be made 

To the kind gods who sent me safely forth. 

And bring me home in peace. May Victory, 

Since she attends us hither, here remain ! 

Enter Clytemnestra and attendants. 

Clyt, Ye men of Argos, elders of our state, 
I will not shame to tell before your face 
My wifely love. The fear of man wears off 
With time. I need no hint to let you know, 
While this our sovereign tarried before Troy, 
My life was doleful. 'Tis no light distress 
To sit at home forlorn, the man away. 
Malignant rumours ever in one's ears ; 
One crying he came ; another, he had brought 
Dishonour, worse to me than death. Moreover, 
Had he as many wounds as loose-tongued Fame 
Gave forth, a net had fewer holes than he. 
Oft for self-slaughter had I tied the noose, 
Which others took and wrenched from off my neck. 
As for my tears, they spouted till the fount 
Ran dry, and kept no drop. But on my bed 
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My eyes were worn with watching, eariy and late, 

(Grieving because the fires of thy return 

Were still unkindled. And amidst my dreams 

1'he )(nAt's small peremptory tones would wake me 

While seeing more dangers than the time could hiM 

Assailing thee. But now those weary days 

Are over, and I shout, exempt from cares, 

— Hero stands the watch-dog of the fold; the mainstay 

That saves the vessel ; yea, the lofty pillar 

That holds the roof from ground ; an only son 

Returning to his father ; or, to mariners, 

Firm land appearing, beyond hope ; fair day 

Seen after tempest ; to the thirsty traveller 

A spring of running water 'midst the sand. 

Such terms of greeting have I for my lord. 

Let envy rest aloof, since in the past 

We have borne much misery. But now, dear king, 

Knter thy halls, not setting foot on earth, 

Thou, that hast trodden out the strength of Troy. 

Maidens, why tarry ye, that have command 
To pave the floor of his path with cloth of grain? 
Let there be made forthwith a purple road. 
That, to complete the day's surprise, great Justice 
May lead him to his home I — For what remains, 
Considerate thought, not giving way to slumber, 
Shall order well whatever the gods decree. 

Afram» My queen, and guardian of my hall, thy speech 
Like my own absence, has been long. Yet welcome 
That truly hits the mark of my desert 
Must come to me from others. Furthermore 
Do not, I pray thee, like some Eastern slave 
Meet me with loud and prostrate courtesies. 
Nor with this woman-pleasing luxury 
Of purple trappings, pluck down on my path 
An eye of envy. To the gods alone 
Such tribute should be paid. For a mere mortal 
To trample on rich webs of various hue 
For me is a thing by no means void of fear. 
I look for human honours, not divine. 
Fame needs no carpets or embroidered wefts 
Beneath her feet, to sound her note of praise. 
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And modesty is heaven's best gift. When one 
Shall en4 a happy life in peace and joy, 
Then celebrate his glory. By this rule 
I trust to live and prosper, free from fear. 

Clyt, Come, tell me this, and hide not your true thought. 

Agam, With unwarped judgment I wiU answer thee. 

Clyt, Some vow withholds you made in time of danger. 

Agam, No man had greater need to make such vows. 

Clyt, And what of Priam, were he victor now ? 

Agam, He had walked on rich embroideries. That is 
certain. 

Clyt, Be not too much alive to human blame. 

Agam, The people's muttered verdict hath great power. 

Clyt, Who is not envied, never was admired. 

Agam. Contentiousness in woman is not meet. 

Clyt, Nay, but 'tis gracious when a victor yields. 

Agam, Is this a battle in which you care to win ? 

Clyt, Come, let me triumph o'er the taker of Troy, 

Agam, If you must have it so, I pray no god 
Smite me with envious glances from afar. 
It awes me not a little thus to plunge 
In luxury, walking on webs of price. 
— So that is settled. But receive, I pray thee, 
This stranger woman kindly. Heaven still smiles ^ 
When power is used with gentleness. No mortal 
Is willingly a captive, but this maid 
Of countless spoils the flower and crown, was given 
To me by the army, and attends me home. 
— Now, since you have subdued me, I obey, 
Thus passing o'er the purple to my hall. 

Clyt, Of purple, 'neath the inexhaustible sea, 
Enough remains to garnish many a realm 
With precious dye for raiment oft renewed. 
We too, my monarch, by the help of Heaven, 
Possess our share. No poverty is here 1 
I had vowed to trample over many a robe, 
Had oracles enjoined it on our house, 
In hope of bringing home this glorious head. 
Our root was still i' the ground. But now, returns 

^ Agamemnon looks off the stage to Cassandra, who has not yet 
entered. 
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The foliage, that gives shadow from the heat. 
Thy coming is our warmth in winter time : 
But at the season when Zeus turns the grape 
From sour-green sap to wine juice, then 'tis cool 
Within the palace, when its lord is there. 

[Exit Agamemnon. 
Zeus, — thou fulfillest all, — fulfil my prayer ! 
And be not slack in perfecting thy will. 

[Exeunt Clytemnestra and attendants, 
1st Ctt. Must this hovering fear 
Ever haunt my thought. 
Pointing my gaze to some far sign of woe ? 
Still, must the prophet-psalm unbidden flow ? 
Why may not Hope, eschewing it as naught, 
Sit firmly throned within my heart ? 
'Tis but a troublous dream of long ago. 

Long since, on Aulis' shore, 

The baffled army wore 
Their strength away after the Troyward start. 



Then Calchas, cruel prophet, spoke : 

" This sacrifice doth Artemis require 

To stay the storm, thy daughter must be slain." 

Hearing that speech of fire 

The Atridae stamped upon the windswept plain ; 

But Agamemnon thus the silence broke — 

His hot tears fell like rain : — 

" Most bitter 'twere to stand 

Beside yon altar, and to stain this hand, 

A father's hand, with my own daughter's blood ; 

Yet to this heavy yoke 

My will must bow. Can I desert the fleet 

Myself have forced to meet. 

Or break the league ? This may not be withstood. 

It must be done, even as Heaven sees good." 



Then the other kings, with hard hearts keen for war. 
Confirmed the maddened father's hideous will. 
And all the host was still. 
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As the elder chief, after a prayer, 

Gave order to the priests to lift her there 

Above the altar, like a kid. 

Even so they did ! 
And as her veil of saftron she let fall, 
She smote her sacrificers one and all, 
With piteous pleading glances from her eye. 
And while her voice was held, to stop the cry 
That brought a curse upon her race, 
She looked on them, with silent speaking £dice 
As in a painting. — Oft, to bless the feast 
Of her glad father in past days, 
She clearly voiced the h3rmn of praise, 
And with pure music from her innocent breast. 
Admired of every guest. 
Adorned her parent's daily festival. 
The glory of his life, the pride of all. 
What followed then, I saw not, nor will say. 

The prophet had his way. 
And what will come, I know not. Justice bides ; 
And some dread secret still the future hides. 

3^/ at But why forecast, or groan for woes unborn ? 
Each will arise to light with his appointed morn. 

7.d Cit, Get thee in, too, Cassandra, get thee in ! ^ 
Since Heaven in mercy hath consigned thee here 
To share this household's lustral waters, one 
Of many slaves that stand around this hearth. 
Come from that carriage ! Be not proud. Descend ! 
Have we not heard Alcmena's offspring once 
Was sold a slave, and felt the galling yoke ? 
But when misfortune brings one to this pass, 
'Tis no small boon to serve an ancient house. 
Since they who have harvested beyond their hope 
Make cruel masters, and exceed the bound. 

1st Cit. He hath said, and thou hast heard. His words 
are clear. 

* The speeches here given to the second Citizen belong by rights 
to Clytemnestra. By assigning them to one of the citizens it 
becomes possible for one actress to play Cl3rtemnestra and Cas- 
sandra. This doubling, as it is called, was a recognised practice 
on the Greek stage. 
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And now thou art in the fatal toils, perchance 
Thou may'st obey us. But methinks thou art loth. 

2d Cit, Well, if she be not, like the immigrant bird, 
The owner of a strange outlandish tongue. 
My words must find their way and move her will. 

1st Cit, Get thee in ! what he says is for the best, 
As things are now. Come down and leave thy car 1 
'Twould seem she needs a clear interpreter ; 
Her ways are as of a creature newly caught. 

2d Cit. Sure she is mad and follows crazy thoughts ; 
Who, leaving her own city newly ta'en. 
Comes hither, and hath not the sense to pace 
In harness, till she foam away in blood 
Her spirit upon the bit. 

1st Cit. But I, unhappy one. 

Will not be angry, for I pity thee. 
Come, leave that car deserted ; yield to fate. 
And try the unaccustomed yoke. Descend ! 

Enter Cassandra.* 

Cass. Ai, Ai ! O Apollo, Apollo I 

1st Cit. Wherefore that cry to Phcebus ? Not for him 
The voice of mourning. 

Cass. Ai ! Apollo, Apollo ! 

Ai ! Ai ! O Apollo ! 

2d Cit. Again she summons with that sound of woe 
The god whose ears detest it. 

Cass. Oh, my Apollo ! 

Builder ! Destroyer ! 
Builder of Troy ! Destroyer of me ! 
Once more thy heavy hand with ease hath ruined me. 

1st Cit. Hark ! she will prophesy of her despair.' 
A captive, yet she holds the heavenly fire ! 

Cass. Apollo ! Apollo ! Builder ! Destroyer ! 

* Cassandra, having deceived Apollo, was by him afflicted with 
the inability to make her prophecies believed. She foretold the 
truth, but could never obtain credence. This explains the inaction 
of the chorus. 

' The word prophesy is used in its most general sense, its ap- 
plication not being limited to future events. 
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Ha! what is here? What roof? Whither hast thou 
brought me ? 
2d at. The Atridae's palace. If thou knoVst it not, 
I tell thee plainly ; and thou wilt find it true. 
Cass, Ah ! 

Nay, but a hideous den, abhorred of heaven ; 
Guilt-stained with strangled lives, with kinsmen's blood ; 
A place of sprinkled gore, of clotted horror. 
Ah! Faugh! 

2</ at. Her smell is keen, this stranger's ! Like a 
hound 
She snuffs for blood. And she will find, I doubt me. 

Cass, Yea ! there, there, there ! Here's evidence enough. 
Smell ? nay — I see, I hear them 1 Little children. 
Whose throats are cut, still wailing of their murder 
And the roast flesh, a &ther tasted — ^swallowed 1 ^ 

\st at. We have heard of thy renown in prophecy. 
But yet forbear. There needs no prophet here. 
Cass, Ah ! what is this ? O me ! 
What strange new grief is risen ?■ 
A deed of might I She plans it there even now 
Beneath yon roof, a plague 
Hard to remove, not to be borne ; an act 
Of hate for love ; — and succour bides aloof, 
Far, iaj away ! 
\st at. This prophecy is dark to me. The last 
Was clear. Our city rings with that old woe. 
Cass, Wretch 1 wilt thou do it ? Ah me ! 
The lord of thine embrace. 
When thou hast bathed him, that his bright limbs glow, 

— How shall I tell it ? Twill come ! 
— ^'Tis here ! she lifts her hand ; she launches at him 
Blow after blow. 
id at, I understand not yet The oracular word 
Blinds with its riddling purport. I am at &ult. 

Cass, What apparition ? Oh, the pain 1 What is it ? 
Some net of Death and Hell ? 
Nay, 'tis the snare of the chamber, th' accessory 

^ The &ther of Agamemnon, Atreus, murdered the children of 
his brother Thyestes, and gave him their flesh to eat. 
^ She here foretells the murder of Agamemnon. 
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O* the murder. Let yon pack, that ravins on the race, 
Howl, " Out upon the butchery ! Stone her ! Stone her ! " 

1st Cit. What cry of bandogs bidst thou curse the house ? 
Thy speech appals me. To my heart runs back 
The death-drop, that when life is ebbing fast 
From mortal wounds, and his last beam is pale. 
Falls with his setting. Oh, how swift is sorrow ! 

Cass, Woe ! for my hapless doom ! 

To fill the cup, I tell my own sad tale ! 
Why hast thou brought me to this place ? Oh, misery ! 
To die with thee ? What else ? To die ! To die 1 

7.d Cit, Thou art distraught, or else possessed. Some god 
Bears thee away to sing of thine own doom, 
A wild untutored song, like hers. 
The brown sweet nightingale — once a princess here — 
Insatiable of wailing, her sad heart 
Still set on sorrow, mourning evermore 
For Itys, Itys ! 'Tis her life. She blooms 
With misery. 

Cass, Oh, for a lot like hers ! 

The clear-voiced maid, to whom the gods have given 
A feathery form and wings ! Safe, calm, sweet life ! 
Mine, to be cleft in twain with two-edged brand. 

\st Cit, Whence this returning trouble of thy soul ? 

Cass, Paris, thy wedding hath destroyed thy house, 
Yea, and thy sister ! — Oh, Scamander stream ! 
Our fathers drank of thee, and by thy shore 
I grew, I flourished ; oh, unhappy I ; 
But now by dark Cocytus and the banks 
Of Acheron my prophecies shall sound. 

1st Cit, Now, speak'st thou plainly. Even a child might 
know. 
And when I hear that word. 
Thy plaintive notes smite me with cruel stings 
Of pity and wonder for thy life of pain. 

Cass, Troy, thou art fallen never to rise. Thy woes 
No sacrifice abated nor reprieved 
Of all my father slew before the towers. 
Poor herb-fed victims ! Troy is fallen in fire : 
And I, on fire with grief, shall fall in blood. 

2,d Cit, That strain agreeth with thy former words. 
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Cass, No longer, like a newly married girl, 
My word shall peep behind a veil, but flashing 
With panted vehemence to meet the Day, 
Twill dash against the shores of light, a sorrow 
Of mightier volume. 

I will expound it. Mark me ! 
A band of voices, — all in unison, 
Yet neither sweet nor tuneful ; for their song 
Is not of blessing. — Ay, a revel rout, 
Ever emboldened with new draughts of blood, 
Within these walls, a furious multitude. 
Hard to drive forth, keeps haunt, — all of one kin. 
They cling to the walls ; they hymn the primal curse, 
Their fatal hymn ; then one by one they spurn 
A brother's bed by a hateful brother mounted.* 
Say, was that shaft well aimed ? or am I proved 
No seer, — a forward babbler at the door ? 
Declare this on your oath, — Have I, or not, 
Learnt one old secret of this house of sin ? 

\st at. How should an oath, the noblest ever sworn, 
Prove healing in this case ? Howbeit, I marvel, 
Brought up o'er seas, thou shouldst recount the state 
Of a strange people, as thou hadst heard and seen. 
Cass, Prophet Apollo thus empowered my soul. 
Woe's me ! 
Again the terrible whirlwind comes ! the pain 
Of Truth's deliverance, troubling all within me ! 
— See ! the beginning of sorrows ! What are these ? 
What dream-like forms kneel on yon roof? Young boys, 
As they had been slain by those who should have loved them, 
Holding a burden piteous to be borne. 
Gobbets of flesh, their very own. 
Of which their father ate ! 

For this, I say. 
Vengeance is plotted by a craven lion 
That tumbled in the lordly monarch's lair* 
In his absence, — so kept house for hinty alas ! 

* She here refers to the crime which was the motive for the har- 
barous murder of Thyestes' children. 

* Cassandra here refers to the relation between Clytemnestra and 
iSgisthus. 
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My master. Once a captive one must bear it ! 

He ruled the fleet and razed the towers of Ilium, 

But knows not what the monster woman dares ; 

What sequel to her garrulous speech and fece 

Of welcome, brightening as the moon ; — ^like M€ 

Lurking in night, — she'll work with wicked speed. 

The man-slaying woman ! To what horrid form 

Shall I compare her and be true ? To Scylla, 

That raging mother of death, dwelling in rocks, 

Now rending the poor mariner, but once 

A pitiless curse to her own ? — Or — Amphisbaena ? 

— Heard ye her triumph ? Even as warriors shout 

Who turn the battle, so the woman cried. 

Seeming to joy in his return from war. 

— Ye are still incredulous ? It makes no difference. 

What is to come, will come, — and soon. Thou, seeing, 

Shall pity, and say, << Her soothsaying was too true !'' 

1st at, Thyestes' banquet of his children's flesh 
I understood, and shuddered. Fear possessed me 
To hear it truly given, each point observed. 
But as I listened further, I was lost. 

Cass. Agamemnon's death, I tell thee, thou shalt see. 

1st at. Unhappy one ! speak no ill-omened word ! 

Cass, This time I summon not the god of healing ! 

1st Cit. Death has no healer. But be it far, I pray. • 

Cass. Ye pray, while others slay ; or are about it. 

ist Cit. What man can be the author of this woe ? 

Cass. What man ? Far wide indeed that arrow flew ! 

1st Cit. Yea, for I cannot guess who is to do it. 

Cass. And yet I have learned too well the speech of Hellas. 

1st Cit. So has the Pythoness. Yet her words are dark. 

Cass. Oh pain ! what burning fire ! It comes ! it comes ! 
Lycian Apollo ! love ! me miserable ! — 
— This human lioness, couching with a wolf 
While the noble lion was away, will kill 
Me the unfortunate, a fair prize, to make 
One more ingredient in her chalice of bane. 
Sharpening her husband's death-knife, she declares 
My death, too, shall requite his bringing me. 
Why wear I still these mockeries of my soul, 
This band, these fillets round my neck ? I tear ye, 
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Thus ! Go to your destruction ere I die ! 
To pieces with you I Lead the way ! I follow ! 
Enrich some other life with misery 1 — 
See ! see ! Apollo ! he is stripping from me 
This prophet-mantle. 

Ay, thou did'st visit me ! 
Thine eye beheld me, even in these hallowed weeds, 
Insulted, spumed, with one who loved me well, 
By our enemies, who swept in like a flood. 
They called me beggar priestess, raving seer, 
I bore it, — dying with hunger, poor, dismayed. 
— ^And now the seer of seers. Prophet supreme. 
Having here disrobed his prophetess, conducts me 
To this sad, &tal end. For my Others' altar. 
What waits me now ? The block, the bloody knife, 
The hot last blow that ends the sacrifice. 
We die. Yet not unheeded of the gods. 
He lives, who shall avenge us. Come he shall,^ 
The mother-slaying scion of his race. 
Redeemer of his sire's renown. From far 
The wandering exile shall return, and crown 
The pile of curses in his home. The gods 
Have sworn a mighty oath, his father's fell 
Shall draw him from his alien dwelling-place. 
Why do I tarry thus, and mourn ? since first 
I saw my city's ruin ; and again 
Her captor, judged of the gods, receives this doom ? 
I will go forward. I will dare to die. 
Hail then ! thou gate of Hell ! 

But first, one prayer ! 
Oh grant me, all ye gods ! a mortal wound ! 
That with no struggling, while the deathful stream 
Flows painlessly away, these eyes may close. 

\st CiL Deep-thoughted, deeply-suffering maid, thy words 
Have far extended. If thou know'st thy doom 
For certain, how can'st thou, like God-driven victim, 
Walk boldly towards the altar of thy death ? 

Cass, It cannot be avoided, 'tis the hour ! 

id CiL But every moment's respite has some worth. 

^ The coming of Orestes, who slew Clytemnestra and iEgisthus, 
is here foretold. 
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Cass, The time is come, small gain were flight to me. 

\st at. A bold heart hast thou for thy bitter woe. 

Cass. None but the wretched hear such benison. 

1st at. Still, mortal life is graced by a noble death. 

Cass. Woe ! for thee, father, and thy noble sons. 

1st at. What terror turns thee backward from the gate ? 

Cass. Ah ! Woe ! 

2d at. What's thine abhorrence ? or why criest thou 
thus? 

Cass. These halls exhale with murder ! drip with death ! 

2d at. 'Tis but the reek of household sacrifice. 

Cass. Tis like a chamel room. It steams with gore. 
Nay, I will go within, and there bewail 
Agamemnon's fate and mine. I have done with life ! 
Oh ! strangers ! friends ! 
I shrink not idly, as a timorous bird 
Before a bush. Bear record in that day 
When I am dead, and for this woman slain, 
A woman's life is taken, and for the man 
Whose wife was evil, a man shall meet his doom. 
Ye hear my last request before I die. 

2d at. Poor maid ! we pity thy prophetic fall. 

Cass. Once more I would speak, not now with tears, but 
firmly, 
Touching myself. To thee, O sun, I pray. 
Looking my last on thee, that when the hour 
Is here, and vengeance tarries not, I, too, 
Soon quelled, may be avenged ! 

[Exit Cassandra. 

1st at. Ah ! what is mortal life ? When prosperous, 
A shadow can o'ertum it ; and when fallen, 
A throw o' the wet sponge blurs the picture out. 
This is more piteous than the ruin of pride. 

2d at. Who hath e'er been content with his triumph ? 
or spoken to fortune this word, 
(While men point with the finger of envy at halls he has 

reared for his pride), 
" 'Tis enough ! come not hither again !" 
To this King the Immortals have given to vanquish the 

glory of Troy, 
And favoured of Heaven, with honour he comes 
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From the war to his home. 
But if now, to requite ancient murders, he die in the midst 

of his joy, 
Who shall boast to be free from disaster ? 

Agam. Ah ! ah ! I am mortally stricken, — here, in the 
palace ! 

\st at. Hush ! who cries that he is wounded, stricken 
with a mortal stroke ? 

Agam. Oh ! me ! Again I am smitten, to the death ! 

1st at. It was the king ! That groan concluded all. 
'Tis finished ! Let us join safe counsels here.^ 

2d at. Then hear my judgment. Sound we an alarm. 
And draw the city to the palace gate. 

3^ at. Nay, let us rush within immediately, 
And prove the £&ct before the knife is cold. 

^th at. Yea, let us act in some way. Time is short. 

^th at. Treason and tyranny are near at hand. 
They flourish fast, and mock at our delay. 

6tk at. I know not what to say. To advise is hard, 
Since action has the speed of counsel here. 

2d at. Hard, say you ? So think I ; 'twere hard, I trow. 
By reasoned words to raise the dead to life. 

^d at. But must we all our days be overawed 
To their subjection who have stained the throne ? 

4/A at. To die were more endurable than so. 
Death is a gentler doom than tyranny. 

Sth at. Are we diviners, to conclude from groans 
That he who uttered them is really slain ? 

6th at. Let us not talk of this until we know. 
Barren conjecture is a treacherous guide. 

1st at. The sum of all your counsels, then, is this ; 
Let us make certain how it goes with the king. 

A curtain is drawn^ disclosing Clytemnestra, with the 
bodies ^j/" AGAMEMNON and Cassandra, covered with the 
purple trappings over which he passed into his palace. 

ayt. I, who spoke much before to serve my need, 
Will here unspeak it, undisturbed by shame. 
How else prepare the hostile net to slay 

^ The Citizens forming the Chorus here consult in great confu- 
sion as to what steps they can take. 
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One^s foe, supposed one's friend, and fence it high 

Beyond overleaping ? Time, and thought still brooding 

On our old quarrel, brought me to this blow. 

'Tis done, and here I stand : here, where I smote him ! 

I so contrived it, that PU ne'er deny, — 

As neither loophole nor defence was left him. 

I had set round, like a stake-net for fish, 

A labyrinth of hangings, with no outlet, 

A limb-embarrassing wealth of woxen folds. — 

I smote him, twice ; and with the second groan 

He sank ; and when he had fallen, I gave a third 

Last stroke, to crown the sacrifice, and grace 

Pluto, Preserver of the dead. Even then. 

His soul on wing for Hades, his keen breath 

Smote me with drops of slaughter, whose dark dew 

Refreshed my spirit, as the bladed com 

That swells to the ear, rejoices in heaven's rain. 

Such, — O ye Argive elders who stand here, — 

Such is the &ct. Whereat, an if ye will, 

Rejoice ye ! Howsoe'er, it is my boast. 

Yea, were libation meet o'er human victims. 

Here 'twere most righteous. Such a cup of death 

He filled with household crime, and now, returning, 

Has drained in retribution. 

2d at. , Wondrous bold 

Of tongue art thou, to boast thus o'er thy lord. 

Clyt, Presume ye, as my thoughts were womanish ! 
I dare your wisdoms. Ye know all, and blame me 
Or praise, 'tis one to me. This corpse, I tell you. 
Is Agamemnon, once my lord ; — his death 
The work of this right hand, proud to have wrought 
A masterpiece so righteous. Ay, 'tis true ! 

1st Cit. Woman ! what evil food. 
From either element of earth or sea. 
Solid or potable, mingling with thy blood, 
Hath prompted thee 

Thus to defy the muttered curse of the town ? 
Hast thou cut him off? Thou shalt be cut off from the 

State. 
Our citizens shall hate thee with firm hate. 

Clyt. That is your verdict. I must fly the town, 
With public execrations on my head ! 
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Just jurymen ! What said ye then to him 
Who slew his child ? nor recked of her dear blood ' 
More than if laying on the altar some ewe-lamb 
From countless flocks that choked the teeming fold, 
But sacrificed the travail of my womb 
For a charm to allay the wind from Thrace ! 

How say you ? 
Should he not have been banished by your voice 
To purge the State ? Yet, hearing of my deed, 
Ye are swift and harsh in judgment, 

Threaten then. 
Even as ye list : but so, as being assured 
That force must win the day ; — If so ye win, 
I yield. But if Zeus gives my plans success, — 
And they are deeply laid, — you shall be taught, — 
Old as ye are to learn, — the path of peace. 

7,d Ctt, Proud is thy thought, and high 
Thy vaunts. But, even as thy maddening soul 
Counts for success on blood, which stains thee o'er. 
And as thine eye, with gore 
Reddening, defies control, — 
So thou too, by and by 
No paramour, no friend, no lover nigh, 
Shalt £dl, and in the dust thy corpse shall roll. 
When he who comes to break the tyrant's yoke 
Hath paid thee stroke for stroke. 
Cfyt, Say you ? Hear this mine oath then. By great 
Justice, 
Final avenger of my murdered child. 
By At^, by the Fury, mighty Gods, 
To whom I sacrificed this man, I look not 
For danger as an inmate, whiles our hearth 
Holds fire iEgisthus kindles, evermore 
As hitherto, constant in love to me. 

1st at O kingl My king! How shall I weep for 
thee? 
What words will give ease ? O my heart ! 
Thou art there in that web of the spider, dishonoured in 
death. 

^ Clytemnestra here refers to the sacrifice by Agamemnon of 
their daughter Iphigenia. 
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— O horror 1 O murderous guile ! 

— The warm life still flowing from thee ! 

Clyt. Ye proclaim it my deed. But beware !* 
Say not I was wife to the king t 
'Tis the Demon of vengeance awaking from sleep, 
— For the banquet of Atreus of old 
To Thyestes cruelly given, 
Putting on the resemblance of her that was 

Queen of the dead, 
— Hath visited all upon him, 
And hath added a full-grown victim 

To babes here slaughtered. 
id at. Ah ! who shall be found to recite for the man now 

divine 
The due praise o'er his grave, pouring tears with each 

syllable wrung 
From the truthfully labouring mind ? 

Clyt, Have no care ; — 'tis not yours to provide. I will 

bury the man whom I slew. 
No train from the palace shall wail o'er his bier. But his 

daughter, below. 
By the quickly passed ford of the dead, running forth, as is 

meet, 
To welcome her sire, shall extend both her arms and shall 

cling 
With a kiss to the king. 

\st at. Reproach hath crossed reproach. Tis hard to 

judge 
This fight. The robber's robbed, the slayer's slain. 
Firm stands, while Zeus remains upon his throne. 
One law, — ^Who does shall suffer. — ^Who may cast 
The brood of curses from yon roof? The race 
Is glued and harnessed to calamity. 

Clyt, This time thou hast prophesied aright. But I 
Here make my compact with the Demon Power 
That haunts the house of Atreus. What has been, 

^ Cl3rteiimestra in this stanza affirms that not she, but the demon 
which haunts the palace, is the true murderer of Agamemnon. 
This demon, otherwise called Alastor, or Avenging Spirit, was 
thought of both by Clytemnestra and Cassandra as a very real 
being. 
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Though hard, we will endure. But let him leave 
This roof, and plague some other race henceforth 
With self-afflicting blood. Small share of wealth 
Will now content me, having made an end 
Of death-requiting madness in our hall. 

Enter iEoiSTHUS. 

^gis. Hail ! gentle day that brings just recompense ! 
Now can I tell you sit above the sky 
Ye gods, to help us mortals, and redeem 
Our sorrows, when I see this man overthrown, 
A joy to me ; wound in this woven coil 
O' the Furies ! He hath paid his Other's debt. 
The sin of Atreus, who betrayed with guile 
Thyestes, his own brother, and my sire. 

\st CiL Thou sovereign here in Argos ! Who didst plot 
This stroke, and hadst not courage to perform it ! 

^gis. Craft was the woman's province, I, his foe 
By right of birth, had wakened his suspicion. 
However, I intend to rule this people. 
Basing my power on this man's wealth. And him 
Who disobeys me, I will bind to the yoke 
With bonds of iron. He shall not draw i' the trace 
A free bold courser, fed on barley grain. 
Famine and darkness soon shall see him mild. 
Come, then, guardians of my body, we have here the fight 

in view. 
1st at. Come, let every man prepare him, hand on hilt, 

to wield the sword. 
^gts, I, too, sword in hand, reftise not now to die, if 

death's the word. 
2d at. 'Tis the word we take for omen from thy mouth. 

Let fortune prove. 
ayt. Nay, my dearest lord, content thee ! Let us not 

heap ill on ill ; 
Even to house this present harvest is a hard task to ftdfil. 
Sure, enough is here of sorrow i Let us broach no further 

blood. 
Get thee in ! And ye, old dotards, back into your destined 

groove. 
Ere ye court your death by daring ! what is done, ye must 

approve. 
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As for me, if but this sorrow be the highest of the flood, 
What remains of wrath from Heaven shall with patience be 

withstood. 
So my woman's reason standeth. Let who will my wisdom 
prove. 
JEgis. But to think that these should idly foam with 
words against my power, 
Puffed with pride of heart, and tempting him above who 

rules this hour ! 
What possesses you, gray villains, thus the victor's might to 
brave ? 
\st Cit. It was ne'er the way in Argos to give homage to 

a knave. 
jEgis. Well, the day will come hereafter when ye all 

shall feel my hand. 
2d Cit Not if One above direct Orestes' footsteps to the 

land. 
JSgis. Ay, I know that men in exile ever feed on empty 

hope. 
1st Cit. Do thy will, exult, polluting justice. Thou hast 

ample scope. 
^gis. Know that ye shall richly pay me for these insults, 

foolish men ! 
2d Cit. Vaunt thy fill with craven courage, like a cock 

beside his hen. 
Cfyt. Care not for their idle yelpings. I and thou, with 
even hand. 
Will control and set in order both the palace and the land.^ 

Curtain. 

^ It must be remembered that the Agamemnon is but the first of 
three great plays intended to be represented in immediate succes- 
sion. Clytemnestra and iEgisthus fall by the hand of Orestes after 
a period which iEschylus represents as of no long duration. Orestes, 
then stricken by madness, is tried and acquitted by the highest 
tribunal in Greece. He is restored to sanity with the sanction of 
the gods. 



